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Take one. You scream. 
Josh's voice from the sound booth: "Not so drawn out this time." Her laugh in the background. 


You've always loved just handing in the studio, smoking and soaking up other people's inspiration for a while, 
people walking past you, moving equipment around. Nothing expected from you. This time round, when Josh 
called you up, you guessed it would be the same old, same old. She's a bassist herself, so she doesn't need you; 
you've seen her frantic playing, not exactly fighting, not exactly fucking her guitar. You're not needed here. So 


you turn up because she and Josh are expecting you, and life always seems brighter with them two around. 


You sit, you watch, smoke, hint how something should sound and Josh hits you hard on the back. She.. she's 
always doing something, writing lyrics, singing, muttering to Josh about key changes, headphones on - head 


down - concentrating. This is her baby, she's in control. Every time she smiles at you, you have to go into the 
toilet and take a dab from your little bag of powder. Josh always gives you a disapproving look when you get 
back. You're in control of yourself though. For once. Otherwise you'd kiss her right there and then, as she 


reaches across you to get to her plectrums and notebook, curls falling across her face. 


She sings, take after take, lyrics from her relationship. The current one, you assume. You've only met him the 
once, he looked across at you sadly as you crushed up yet more pills at some party somewhere. He's a gentle 
giant, and apparently the one man Dave would fuck. You wonder what Dave makes of the relationship. Probably 
too busy with Jordyn to give it much thought, or to give the incident at the same party any thought. 


You had been joking with him, just stupid shit, and then on your way back from the bathroom, you and Dave 
collided and - quick as a flash of lightning - you had pushed him up against the cheap seventies wallpaper and 
pressed your lips to his. He grasped your shoulder so hard it left bruises, as you tasted the mix of beer and 
cigarettes on his tongue. You broke apart, and not making eye contact, walked away in different direction, you 


to the bathroom to delve into your magic bag, legs quivering. You hope he still thinks of it. 


You still do. 


Take two. You scream again. 
Josh coughs. "Okay, a couple more." 
She says nothing. You light up. 


Josh's enthusiasm can be infectious. Every day you walk into that studio and he's there before you - not that 
that's a difficult feat. He's completely involved in all aspects, wearing a pirate hat when they were working on 
one song, writing a song for her when he should have gone home to Brody and generally being his usual 


charming self. 


Is it any wonder that one afternoon, sitting by the mixing desk, you saw Josh sniff his fingers and secretly 
smile to himself? You're jealous as fuck, and for a brief moment you consider asking him if you can inhale her 


sweet scent yourself. 


In magazine articles you and Josh are always described as being closer than close. You wish that were true. 
But Josh has a lot of blank, unreadable space within him, which a casual acquaintance can't detect. You can see 


it clearly as day, and he's not letting you any closer. 


You sometimes wonder if he and you would be much closer if you fucked. Maybe.. you remember how hard 
Josh shoved Lanegan against that chain link fence when he thought no one was watching. Maybe not, as you 


remember a steady stream of girls at concerts being treated well but at a distance. Fuck knows. 


She smiles widely at you again and you wish you owned a hipflask. That snow-white skin, the fire you see flash 


from out of her eyes. Her kindness just makes the need worse. 


Then there is the day Lanegan got invited along to sing. You try not to stare when Lanegan is in the vocal 
booth, doing his thing, but it's fucking hard. You try not to watch her watching him, and that's even harder. 


Same as when you're leaving the recording studio and walking down the side alley and you find you just can't 
look away from Lanegan's back, her open legs as he pushes into her, against the wall, stars on his knuckles 
splayed out on the wall, the other hand holding her hip. She looms above him, laughing. It starts to rain, she 


laughs more. It is infectious; you feel the grin on your face. 


All three of you get soaked. 


Take three and you're done. 


Josh claps you on the back. She thanks you and you decide it's time for a little more meth. Some addictions 


you can control. 

And Jesus it's hot. How the fuck did you get here? Your lips and teeth are stained with red wine; you caught 
sight of yourself in the mirror. And it looks like you've been trying to rub it into your gums. But you're not 
that far gone yet. 

Yet. 

Her lips and teeth look perfect. Maybe you just need more practice at this. 

Focus, fuck, focus. Are you dreaming? You let out a deep groan. No, you're not. 

The room keeps lighting up with lightning through the open window, lighting so bright it lights up the insides of 
your eyelids but there's no reason right now for you to be closing your eyes, not when she's on top of you 
moaning your name. Pale skin lit up by sudden brightness, the perfect curve of her breasts as she leads you, 
owns you, takes you for her own needs. 

None of you ever questioned it; her moving through you seemed so.. natural. Best not to think of the tall man 
with the beard and the sad eyes. Her mouth is hungry and she moves against you so wildly and it's all so good 
that before you can properly enjoy it, it's over, with her squeezing your shoulders in her hands and you 
bellowing into the night, your orgasm warm and true, like a hot knife. 


You always feel much worse after giving in to your addictions, your needs. 


The breeze through the open window gives you a chill 


